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The silver velvet, silken buds and blades 

Of life which never fully ceased to live 

When sparks of frost came raining from the sky, 
Are dreaming darkly far below the veils; 

The frost has hidden all, and all is snow. 


Some fell when true refinement was maligned — 


Some fell when gallant love was chased away, 
And was replaced by craving and by games — 


Some fell when healthy confidence was wrecked, 
And tending to excessive shame and guilt 
Became a lauded practice — even “art” — 


Some fell when shining visions were replaced 
By nightmares of a black and cold abyss, 
And hankerings unworthy of the pen — 


Some fell when envy rose to prominence 
Where modesty and gratefulness had grown — 


Some fell when faith in steadfast values died, 
And vice and virtue turned into the same — 


But most did fall when pride proclaimed the Lord 
Impossible, insane, or simply dead. 


* 


This winter has been lasting far too long — 
A single thought is blazing in my veins 
And in my weary windows to the world; 
Will the cover ever be withdrawn? 

Will it ever yield to light and growth? 


I think it may not melt away until 
I lie with silver hair and silken skin 
Deep in a crevice in the soggy earth — 


Perhaps this heartless season did begin 
Upon my birth into this polar realm; 
Perhaps the heavy cover that I feel 

Is nothing other than the world itself — 
And thaw can only come upon my death. 


Granted — thaw has on occasion come 
Even to this remote and frigid globe — 
I doubt, however, that the present age 
Will prove to be among those mellow times. 


* 


Am I to wait for fifty years or more 
Before I may run barefoot on the grass 
And greet the warming sun with carefree eyes? 


To live beneath the snow is not to live; 

It may be safe and quiet, but 

The glow that filters through the frosty veil 
Can only have the faintest likeness to 

The light that is above — above, above — 


And since | long to find that fullest light, 

I choose to grow, and hope for spring and thaw — 

I choose to grow, although I know the frost 

Will likely maim and kill me when I rise, 

And hope for thaw, for spring and thaw, for death. 


